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the matting screens, and all the rest of it. I made one
discovery that startled me; I had always liked Jafia
oranges, but I only now found out why they had their
distinctive flavour. The Jaffa orange is not an orange
at all! It is a lemon-orange hybrid, for the roots are
those of a lemon tree, with an orange top grafted on
to it.
The farmer showed me his root crop and a fine
vegetable field where he was working hard to acclima-
tize some of our Scottish potatoes. He was not having
much luck, but there were quite a number of our vege-
tables, turnips, swedes, radishes, parsnips and lettuce
in a condition finer than any I have grown in Dorset.
Tomatoes, he told me, were far better than anything
seen at home, and he was hoping for a large market
for Palestinian tomatoes to serve as some compen-
sation for the tremendous glut of the citrus trade,
oranges, lemons and grapefruit.
We came to politics, of course; you cannot keep
away from them in the Holy Land, where they are a
matter of such vital importance. Politics may send
carefully tended crops roaring to the night skies in a
cloud of smoke and flame at any moment, with odds
on that the farmer will be cremated on the funeral-
pyre of his own produce.
He told me that they had very little trouble with the
local Bedouins, who all seemed very well disposed to
the Jewish colonists. Because their farms were on the
maia road they had not suffered any serious attacks,
for police and troops were always passing by their
gates auad hedges, but, at any time, soine gang of
desperadoes from north of the international border,